The George Sand-

CCVIIL    To GUSTAVE FLAUBERT

Nohant, 18 January, 1872

You must not be sick, you must not be a grumbler, my dear
old troubadour. You must cough, blow your nose, get well,
say that France is mad, humanity silly, and that we are crude
animals; and you must love yourself, your kind, and your
friends above all. I have some very sad hours. I look at my
flowers, these two little ones who are always smiling, their
charming mother and my wise hardworking son whom the end'
of the world will find hunting, cataloguing, doing his daily task,
and gay withal as Punchy in the rare moments when he is rest-
ing.

He said to me this morning: "Tell Flaubert to come, I will
take a vacation at once. I will play the marionettes for him,
I will make him laugh."

Life in a crowd forbids reflection.   You are too much alone.

Come quickly to our house and let us love you.

G. Sand

CCDL    To GUSTAVE FLAUBEBT

Friday, 19 January, 1872

I did not know about all that affair at Rouen and I now
understand your anger. But you are too angry, that is to say
too good, and too good for them. With a bitter and vindictive
man these louts would be less spiteful and less bold. You have
always called them brutes, you and Bouilhet, now they are
avenging themselves on the dead and on the living. Ah! well,
it is indeed that and nothing else.

Yesterday I was preaching the calmness of disdain to you.
I see that this is not the moment, but you are not wicked, strong
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